The T ammg of the Shrei» ( 

Petr. Sir hctcs the doore,thisis Lucentioshouft, 

My Fathers bcares more toward the Market-place, 

Thither muft 1 andhcerel lcaueyou fir. 

Vies. You lliall notchoofe buc drinke before you g* § 

I thinke I fliallcBmmandyour welcome here; * 

And by all likelihood fome chcere is toward. Knott 

Grern. They’re bulk wi hin, you wcrebeftknockelowdw 

Pedant lookes out of the window. 

Ped » What’s he that knockes as he would beatc downc tk 
gate? “ 

Vin. IsSignior Lucent io within hr ? 

Ped. He's within fir, but not to be fpoken withal). 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two t* 
make merrie withall. 

Ped.. Keepe your hundred pounds to yourfelfe, he lliall netdc 
none fo long as I Hue. 

Petr. Nay, I told you your fonne was bcloued in Padua : doc 
you hcare fir, to leauc friuolous circumllances,I pray you tellSig. 
nior Luctntio that his Father is come from Ptfa,wd is hcereat the 
aoore to Ipeakc with him* 

Ped. Thou lied his Father is come from Padua, and here look- 
lag out of the window. 

'Din. Art thou his Father? 

Fed. 1 fir, fo his mother fay es if i may beleeue her. 

Petr. Why how now Gentleman: why this is flat knauerie 
totakevpon youan other mans name. 

Pedvt. Lay hands on the viilaine,Ibelecueameanesto cozen 
fome bodie in this Cttie vnder my countenance. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bun. I haue feene them in the Church together, God fend 
them good fli pping : but wfc* isheere Pmine old Mailer Vincentm 
no w we arc vndone and brought to nothing, 

Vm. Comc hithercrackhempe, 

Biom 1 hope! may choofcSir. 

Din, Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot met? 

Biond. Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget you. fori ncuer 
faw you before in all my life. 

Pine. What, you notorius villainc, didft thou ncuer fee thy 
Mjltns father, Vincmio) 

Bit*- 


The Taming of the Shre^p] 

Bion. What my werlhipfull old mailer .? yes inarrie fir fee 
where he looker out ofche wi ndo w. 

}in. Iftfo indeede. Hebeates Biondello. 

Bion. Hclpc,helpe, helpe, here’s a mad man will murder me, 
redan. HHp, fonne, hclpeStgnior Baptifia, 

<?tt. Prethcc ^ate let’s (land afidc and fee the end of this 

controcerfie. 

Enter Pedant wit': fernants,Baptifta, T raxh. 

'Em, Siv what arc you that offer to bcare my feruaat ? 

Vine. What am l fir: nay what arc you fir : oh imniortall Gods: 
eh fine yillaine , a fiiken doubled, oveluet hofe,a fear let cloak 
3 nd a c ipatainc hat : oh I am vndone, I am vndone: while 1 plaie 
the good huf band at home, my fonne and my feruantfpead all 
attlievniucrliiic. 

Era. How now what’s the matter .? 

Baft. What is the man lunacicke? 

Trvi.Sir, you feeme afober ancient Gentleman by your habit 
butyour words Ihsw you amad man : why fir, what ccrncs it you. 
if I wearcPearic and gold: I thanke my good father, I am able 
toraaintainc it. 

Vin. Thy father : oh villaine, he is a Saile- maker-in Bergamo. 
Bap. You Millake fir, you millakc fir , praie what do you think 
ishis name? 

Vin. His name, as if I knew not his name: I haue brought 
liimvpeutr fince he was three yeeresold,and his name is Tronio 0 
Ped. A waie, away mad alTc, his name is Lncentio, and he is 
mine ondie fo nnc and heire to the lands of me figoior Vincentit. 

Vin. Lncentio , oh he hath murdred his Mailer ; 1 ;.y hold on 
him I charge you in the Dukes name: oh ray fonne, my forme: 
tell me thou villaine, where ig my fonne Lncentio .? 

Tra. Callfoith an officer : Carrie thismad knauc to the lailc : 
fabtt BaptiJt*, 1 charge you fee that he be forth ccmming. 

Vwc. Carrie mec to the lailc? 

(fre. Staie officer, he Ihallnot goto prifen. 

Bap. Talke not fignier Gremio : I fay he lhallgoeto prifon. 

Qre. Take hcede fignior Baptifia, let! you beconicatcht in 
this bafineflc : I dare fweare this is the right Vincent it. 

Ped. Sweated theudar ’ll, 

I Gr'l 


